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Lyrical 

Author's Notes: 

Also written for a good friend who recently got to see Leppard live, up close. 

This is definitely not how it happened. But we can engage in some retro wishful thinking. 
They shot the video for Kick a few months before tour rehearsals started, 

Didn't bother with an accurate calculations, sorry. 


This is the lyrical chapter, let me know if you want the dirty one 


-2022 


The days of sharing rooms, much less beds, had ended years ago, and COVID doubled the reasons. 


Two years, three months, and twenty days. Never had they gone so long without seeing each other in the 
flesh. 


A video shoot, though - as if it were 1181 again but whatever it took - provided an excuse for adjoining rooms 
for one night, at least. Exchanging ideas and memories in person, face to face, words tumbling over words, 
whatever hour. They'd been reaching for it since the very public band reunion in the hotel lobby, the long- 
delayed inevitable in conversation and body language all night. Sav tilted his head from one side to the other 
for the umpteenth time, tossed his high-and-low-lighted hair back and leaned in. 


At first, Joe held himself back. It had been so long, he could barely recall Sav's unique taste or what it felt like 
to kiss a man. Then he could wait no longer, and he remembered everything in past-and-present. His silver fall 
of hair surrounded Sav's craggy face, darkening the blue eyes staring up at him and blinking unevenly, the 
familiar, solid body he knew better than his own other than the changes wrought by the passage of time 
fitting against his. 


Shy, once tacit permission was granted, Sav was not Meeting soft lips and determination, Joe let himself be 
invaded on that front. Those lips, once the lush showpiece of an angelic face, pressed his and a hot slip of 
tongue requested reciprocity. Stubble scraped; a man to match him in strength held him close. In winter-pale 
skin and the darkness of shadows, Joe ended the waiting game. 


